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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
CORRESPONDENCE 

A CONFESSION 

Dear Editor: At last a guilty conscience brings me to 
my metaphorical knees. I have a confession to make. 

Several years ago, when I went West, about the time 
of the publication of my first little book, I was happy in 
the thought that you had spoken a kindly word or two 
about it. But about that time, owing to the fact that I was 
living through many personal sorrows and anxieties, I ceased 
to write well and began to write very badly. I didn't al- 
ways know it. Worse, I sent the stuff to editors. Still 
worse, I sent it to you. You wisely returned it. I kept 
on — that was worst of all. After a while you probably 
thought, when you did think about me, that I would never 
again write anything worth printing. But later, partly as 
the result of a wonderful trip in Oregon with my hus- 
band, which was a much needed rest and change, I began 
to write again, in a new vein, poems that very few people 
would have recognized as mine. I had had a new experi- 
ence and it made new poems for me, a series of them. I 
wanted to send them to you and have you read them with- 
out any of the psychology of my several failures mixed into 
the consideration of them. So, for my own soul's sake, and 
not from any desire to play tricks on you, I sold you four un- 
der a pen name. The secret is likely to leak out soon, so I 
want you to hear from me, at once, that I am Harley 
Graves! Marguerite Wilkinson 

[56] 



